Fatal Choices 

-He walled himself in as best he could and managed to salvage 
an old-fashioned phonograph. Played dusty LPs of Prokopiev. 
He loved Prokopiev. 

-Upshot? 

-Boys had a bit of fun. Point-blank mega-rocket. 

-Overkill! 

-Bit. 

-High fives all around? 


-You got it! Hey, we're cultural in the end. Bits of him and 
fuckin Prokopiev will float around the universe forever. 


Culture and Politics 


-Prokopiev died the day Stalin's suckasses in the Kremlin 
outlawed his music. 


-Be real! Mass murders will live in the historical brain long 
after any artist's... 


-Not in the exalted part. 


Two Opposite Operators 


-Even if the economy is zero, you lose on demographics. Hard to find 
a Hispanic you haven't offended. 


-Nineteen thick-skinned Cubans in Miami are sticking! 

-O and won’t you be out a long long time? Sharing the tent with 
pseudo-religious jerkoffs, and reactionaries pining for the day 
when you could whip the workers. 


-Skip the hyperbole, what's the cure? 


-Simple. Just become the party of Lincoln once more, thus 
assigning us to the wilderness for generations. 


